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SEE be th’ pa-apers,” gald Mr
Daoley, “that th’ ladies in Eng-
land haye got up in their might
an’ demanded a vote.”

A what?” cried Mr, Hennessy.

“ A vote,” said Mr. Dooley.

“Th’ shameless virngoes,” said Mr, Hennessy,
“What did they do?

“Well, Sir,” eaid Mr. Dooley, “an immense
concoorse iv forty iv thim gathered in London
an’ marched up to th’ House iv Commons, or
naytionnl dormytory, where a loud an® almost
universal enore proclaimed that a debate was
ragin’ over th’ bill to allow English gintlemen
{o marry their decensed wifo’s sisters befure th'
autopsy. In th’ great hall iv Rufus some iy th’
mightiest male intellecks in Britnin slept undher
their hats while an impassioned orator delivered
a hem-stitched speechi on (' subjick iv th’ day
to th’ attintive kneces an’ feet iv th’ ministhry.
It was into this here aseimbly iv th* first gintle-
men iv Europe that ye see on ye'er way to France
that th’ furyous females attimpled to enter. Uns
daunted be th’ stairs iv {h’ building or th’ rude
jeers iv £’ multichood, they ndvanced to th’ very
outside dures iv th’' idifice. There an over-
whelmjin’ {orce iv three polismen opposed thim.
What d’ye want, mum?’ asked the polis. ‘We
demand th’ suffrage,’ says th’ commander iy th'
army iv freedom.

“mh* Lrutal polis refuded to give it to thim
an’ n desp’rate battle followed. Th' 1adies fought
gallantly, hurlin’ cries iv ¢ Brute,” ¢ Monster,’
¢ Cheap,’ ot celhiry, at th’ constablry, Hat pins
were dhrawn. Wan lady let down her back hair;
another, bolder thin th’ rest, done a {it on th’
marble stairs; a third, p'raps rendered insane ba
sufferin’ £'r o vote, sthruck a burly ruffyan with
a Japanese fan on th’ little finger iv th’ right
hand. * Thin th’ infuryated officers iv th’ law
charged on ih’ champeens iv liberty, A seenec iv
horror followed. Polismen seized lndies ba th’
arms an’ led thim down th’ stairs; others werc
carried out faintin’ be th’ tyrants. In a few
minyits all was over, an’ nawthin’ but three hun-
dhred hairpins remained to mark th’ scene iv
glaughter. Thus, Hinnissy, was another battle
{'r freedom fought an’ lost.”

‘Tt garves thim right,” eaid Mr. Hennessy.
# They ought to be at home tindin’ th’ babies.”

“A thrue statement an’ a sound argymint
that appeals to ivry man. P'raps they havn't
got any babies. A baby is & good substichoot £'r
a ballot, an’ th’ hand that rocks th? cradle sildom
has time £’r anny other luxuries. But why shud
we give thim a vote, snys I. What have they
done to injye this here impeeryal suffrage that
we fought an’ bled £r? Whin mo forefathers
were followin’ (George Wash’nton an’ sufferin’ all
th’ hardships that men endure campin’ out in
vaeation time, what were th’ women doin’? They
were back in Matsachoosetts millin® th' cow,
mendin’ socks, followin’ th’ plow, plantin’ corn,
keepin’ store, ghoein’ horses, an’ pursooin’ th’
other frivolous follies iv th’ fair but fickle sect.
Afther th’ war our brave {ellows come back to
Boston an’ ns a reward f'v their devotion got a
vote apiece, if their wives had kept th’ Pilgrim
fathers that stayed at home fr'm foreclosing” th?
morgedge on their property, An’now, be hivens,
they want to share with us what we won.

“Why, they wudden’t know how to vote.
They think it’s an aisy job that anny wan can do,
but it ain’t. It's a man’s wurruk, an’ a sthrong
man’s with a sthrong stomaech, I don’t know
annything that requires what Hogan ealls th?
pxercise iv manly vigor more thin votin’, Tt's
th’ hardest wurrnk I do in th” year, I get up
befurasdarlight an’ thramp over in th' eold to
th? Tmple.iv Freedom, which is also th’ office
iv a livery stable,  Wan iv th’ judges has a cold
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in his head an’ eloses all th’ windows, Another
judge has built a roarin’ fire in & round stove
an’ 18 cookin’ red-Lots on it, Th’ room ig lit with
candles an’ karosene lamps, an’ s erowded with
pathrites who haven’i been to bed. At th' dure
are two or three polismen that mayhe ye don't
care to meet. Dock O'Leary says he don’t know
annything that'll exhaust th’ air iv & room so
guick as 8 polisman in his winter unvform, All
ih' pathrites en’ as th' pa-apers call thim, th'
high priests iv this here sacred rite, ar-re emokin’
th’ best seegars that th' token money iy our
counthry can buy,

TIn th’ plessant warmth iy th fire, th’ har-
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neas on th' walls glows an’ puta out its own pe-
culiar aromy. Th’ owner iv th’ sanchooary iv
Liberty comes in, shakes up a bottld iv liniment
made iv carbolie reid, pours it into a cup an’ goes
ont, Wan iy th’ domestic attindants iv th’ guests
iv th’ house walks through fr'm makin’ th’ beds,
Afther a while th’ chief judge, who knows me
well, because he ghaves me threo times a week,
grives me a contimchous stare, asks me me name
&n’ a number iy scand’lous questions about me
age.

“ I'm timpted to make an angry retort, whin
I see th’ polisman movin’ nearer, 8o I take me
ballot an’ wait me turn in th’ booth. They're all
oceypied be writhin’ freemen, callin’ in sthrang-
led voices f'r eomewan to light th' candle so
they'll be sure they ain’t votin’ th’ prohybition
ticket. Th' calico eheets over th’ fromt iv th’
booths wave an’ ar-re pushed out like th’ dur-
{nins iv a Pullman car whin a fat man is dhress-

in’ inside while th’ thrain is goin® round a curve.
In time a freeman bursts through, with perspy-
ration poorin’ down his nose, hurls his suffrage
at th’ judge an’ staggers out. I plunge in,
sharpen an inch iv lead pencil be rendin’ it with
me teeth, mutilate me Dballot at th’ top iv th’
dimmyeratic column, an’ run f'r me life.

“Cud alady do that, I ask ye? No,sir,’tisno
job fr th’ fair. It's men’s wurruk., AMolly Dona-
hue wants a vote, but though she end bound
Kamachatka as aisily as ye cud this precint, she
pin't qualified f'r it. TIt’'s meant f'r gr-reat
sturdy American pathrites like Mulkowsky th’
Pollacky down th' sthreet. Te don’t know yet
that he ain’t votin’ v th' King iv Poland, e
thinks he’s still over there pretindin’ to be a
horse instead iv a free American givin’ an imita-
tion iv a steam dhredge. i

“On th’ first Choosday afther th’ first Mon-
dny in November an’ April a man goes around
to his house; wakes him up, leads him down th’
sthreet, an’ votes him th’ way ye'd wather a
horse. He don’t mind inhalin’ th” air iv liberty
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in a livery stable. Butif Molly Donaline wint to
vote in & livery stable, th’ first thing she’d do
wud be to get n broom, sweep up th’ flure, apen
th! windows, disinfeet th' booths, take th’ lLar-
ness fr'm th’ wils, an’ hang up s pitehor iy
Ningary be moonlight, chase out th* watehers an’
polis, romove th' seegars, make th' judges get g
ghave, an' p'raps invalydatd th' iliction. Ii's no
jr Fr her, an' 1 told her so.

“We demnnd a vote, suys ghe, Al right
suys 1, take ming, 1's old, but it's trustworthy
an' durable. Tt may look a litlle th! worse P'r
wear fo'm hein’ hurled agoin e raypublican ma-
jority in this country f'r forty yeurs, but it's all
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right. Take my vole an’ use it as ye please,
says I, “an’ 1’1l get-an hour or two exthry sleep
iliction day mornins,’ says I. ‘I've voted so
often I'm tired iv it annyhow,’ says I, ‘But,
says I, “why shud annywen so young an’ beauti-
ful as ye want to do annything so foolish as to
vote?” says I. ‘Ain't we intilligent enough?’
says she. “Ye're too intilligent,” says I. ‘But
intilligenee don't give ye a vote.
“¢ What does, thin,® says she. °Well,’ says
[, “enough iy ye at wan time wantin’ it enough.
How many ladies ar-re there in ye’re Woman's
Rights Club?’ “Twinty,” snys she, “Make it
three hundred,’ says I, £ an’ ye'll be on ye'er way.
Ye’er mother docsn’t want it, does she? No,
nor ye'er sister Katie? No, nor ye’er cousin, nor
ye'er aunt? All that illietion day means to thim
ig th? old man goin’ off in th’ mornin’ with a
light step an’ fire in his eye, an’ comin’ home
too late at night with a dent in his hat, news-
boys hollerin’ extliries with th’ news that fifty-
four votes had been cast in th’ third preeint in
{th? Sivinth Ward at 8 o’clock, an’ Packy an’ Aloy-
siug stealin’ bar'lls fr'm th’ groceryman f'r th’
bone-fire, If they iver join ye an’ make up their
minds to vote, they’ll vote. ¥Ya bet they will,
Yo see, "twas this way votin’ come about.
In th? beginnin’ on’y th’ king had n vote, an’
ivrybody else was a Chinyman or an Indyan, Th’
king clapped his crown on his head an® wint
down to th' polls, marked a cross at th’ head iv
th? eolumn where his name was, an’ wint ont to
cheer th' returns. Thin th’ jooks got sthrong,
an’ saya tliey: “ Votin’ seems a healthy exercise
an’ w'd like to thry it. Give us th’ franchise or
we'll do things to ye.” An’ they got it. Thin
it wint down through th? earls an’ th' markises
an’ th rest iv th’ Dooeley fam’ly, till fin'lly all
that was left iv it was flung to th’ ign’rant
masses like Hinnissy, because they made a lot iv
noige an’ threatened to set fire to th? barns,
¢ An’ thers yo ar-re. Ye'll niver got it be
askin’ th’ polis f'r it. No wan iver got his
righta fr'm a polisman, an’ be th’ snme token,
there ar-ro no rights worth havin’ that a polis-
man can koep ye fr'm gettin’, Th’ ladies iv Lon-
don ar-re followin’ the right coorse, on'y there
ain’t enough iv thim,  1f there were forty thous-
and iv thim ar-rmed with hat pins an’ prepared
to plunge th' same into th! stomachs iv th’ inis
mies iv female suffrage, an' if, instead iv faintin’
in th’ ar-rms iv th’ constablry, they charged an’
punctured thim an’ broke their way into th’
House iy Commons, an’ pulled the wig off the
Spealker, an’ knocked th? hat oyer th’ eyes iv Bir
Camel Bannerman, it waddn’t be long befure
some mimbor wud talle in his sleep in their
favor. Ye bet! Tf yo'er suffrage elub was com-
posed iv a hundhred thousand eturdy ladies
ar-rmed with rollin® pins, brooms, mops, potato
inashers, stove lifters, an’ th? other weepins that
nature has provided th’ geot with to defind thim-
silyes again tyranny in th? home, it wudden’t be
long befura Bill ’Brien wud be sindin’ ye a box
iv ehocolate crepms 'p ye'er yote,
¢ Bome day ye way get a vote, but befure ye
do Tl v-voad this in th* pa-apersi * A hundhred
thousand armed an’ detarmined women inyaded
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th! capital city to-day demandin’ th’ right to
vote. 'They chased th’ polis acrost th’ Pottymac,
mobbed a newspaper that was again th’ bill, an’
tarred an’ feathered Sinitor Glue, th’ leader iv
th’ opposition. At 10 o’clock a rumor spread
that th’ Prisident wud yeto th’ bill, an’ instantly
n huge crowd iy excited females gathered in {front
of the White House, hurlin’ rocks an’ eryin’
¢ Lynch him!’ Th’ tumult was on’y quelled whin
th’ Prisident’s wife appeared on th’ baleony an’
made a brief speech. She eaid she was a mimber
iv th? local suffrage club, an’ she felt safe in as-
suring her sisters that th’ bill wud be signed.
If niciss'ry, she wud sign it hersilf. (Cheers.)
T’ Prisident was a little onruly, but he was {re-
quently that way. Th’ married ladies in tR’
aujeence wud undherstand. He meant nawthin’,
It was on'y wan iv his tantrums, A little moral
suasion wud bring him around’all right, At
prisint th’ chief Magistrate was in th’ kitchen
with his daughter settin’ on his head.

“¢ ¢ L speech was rayeeived with loud cheers,

" an’ th’ mob proceeded down Pinnsylvanya Ay-

noo. Be noon all enthrances to th’ capital were
jammed. Congressmen attimptin’ to enter-werg
seized by th? hair iv th’ head an’ made to eign
a pr-aper promisin’ to vote right, Immejntely
afther th’ prayer th' IMon'rable Gussie Gum-
dhrop iv Matsachoosetfs offered th’ suffrage bill
£'r passage.  fTh’ motion is out iv ordher,’ be-
gan th’ Speaker. At this minyit a lady standin’
behind th’ chair dhrove a darning necdle through
his coat tails, ¢Buf’ continued {l* Speaker;
renchin’ behind him with an agnized expression,
I will let it go annyhow.” f Mr, Spenker, I pro-
test,? began th’ Hon’rable Attila Sthrong, ‘T pro-
test —’ At this a perfeck tornado iv rage broke
out in th’ gall'ries. Inkwells, bricks, combs,
shoes, smellin’ bottles, hand mirrors, fans, an'
powdher puffs were hurled at th’ onforchnit
mimber. In the midst iy th’ confusion th' wifs
iv Congressman Sthrong end be scen wavin’ a
par’sol oyer hier head an’ callin’ out: ‘T dare ye
to come home to-night, polthroon.’

¢ Whin th’ noise partially subsided, th’ Lold
Clongressman, his face livid with emotion, was
heard to remark with a gob: ¢ T was on'y about to
gay I second th? motion, deary,’ Th' il was
carried without n dissintin’ voice, an' rushed
over to th? 8init, There it was opposed be Sins
itor Tillman, but after a brief dialogue with th’
leader iv t’ suffrageites, he swooned away, 'I'h’
Sinit fin'lly insthructed th' clerk to cast th’
unanimous vote f'r th’ measure, To-night in
th! prisinee iv a yast multichood th’ Prisidint
was led out be his wife armed with a flat-iron,
He was supported, or mther pushed, be two iv
his burly daughters, He seemed much econ-
Tused, an’ his wife had to point out with th’ {1t
iron th’ place where he was to sign, With trem-
blin’ fingers hig affixed his signature an’ was led
back,

& £ 1CTh night passed quietly, although a slight
disturbance was cauged be th? Misgoury dilly-
gation demandin’ to voto at wanst, Th' sthreets
were crpwded all nvenin’ with good-ngtured
throngs iv ladies, a1 in front iv th’ dry goods
stores, which were illuminated f'r th occasion, it
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was almost impossible to get through, 1Ivicourse
there werg th? usual riochous scencs in th' dhrug
glores, where th’ bibulous gathered at th’ sody
wather counthers an’ cillybrated th’ viethry in
lemon, vanilla, an’ choe’lnte, some iv thim keep-
in' it up till 9 o'clock, or even later.”

“¢Whin that eomes about, mo child,’ rays I,
' yo may sheatlio ye'er hnt ping in ye'er millinary,
r ye'll have as much right to vote as th’ most
ignorant man dn th’ ward. But don’t ask f'r
rights. Take thim. An’ don't let anny one give
thim to ye. A right that is handed to ye f'r naw-
thin’ has somethin’ th> matther with it. It's
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more than likely it’s on’y a wrong turned inside
out, says I. ‘I didn’t fight £r th” righta I'm
told I enjye, though to tell ye th’ truth I enjye
me wrongs more; but some wan did. Some time
some fellow was prepared to lay down his life, or
betther still, th’ other fellow's, f'r th’ right to
vote, ™

“T believe ye're in favor iv it ye'ersilf,” said
Mr. Hennessy. '

# Faith,” said Mr. Dooley, “I'm not wan way
or th’ other. I don’t care. What diff’rence does
it make? I wudden’t mind at all havin’ s little
gonp an’ wather, a broom an' a dusther applied
to pollyticks. It wudden’t do anny gr-reat harm
if & man cudden’t be illicted to office onless he
kept his hair combed, an’ blacked his boots an’
shaved his chin wanst a month., Annyhow, as
Hogan says, I care not who casts th’ votes iv me
counthry so long as we can hold th’ offices. An’
there's on’y wan way to keep the women out
iy office, an’ that's to give thim a vote.”
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«# The Gen_tle Cynic <

Fven wild oats secem tnme to some young men.

The very best business for a man to be in is
his own.

Many & man's principles are sound; in fact,
nothing but sound.

Many a fellow is contented becaiise he is too
lazy to mnke a kick.

The living the world owes n man costs mora
fo eollect than it is worth.

Almost any poet could write magazine arficles
on how to live on $10 a week,

Of course, people earry opern glasses to the
theatre for the looks of the thing,

Tha average woman’s iden of charity is to knit
hedroom slippers for the Hottentots,

“ Handsome ia as- hnndsoma’ daes * is n coms
{orting motto for the fellow who isn’t,

Between alrships and submarine boats, the
goming generation won’t be on the level,

It i3 when 8 woman can't get a divorce that
gho is apt to Tegard marringe as a failure,

Bome men are thrown in the ghade by their
rivals, and others stand in their own light.

Phe pessimist doesn’t belleve in putting off
till to-morrow the trouble he can borrow tos
dny,

The naturalists won’t admif it, but I have &
strong suspicion that the bald eagles are the
married ones,




